
it

THE INDIANAPOLIS. JOtfttKMi, GUIDAY, JUNE 4, 1899. 15

AXTER:JESSIE PRESSED?JOURNALIST
i.SottartlraBy ROBERT BARR.

In his voice which the had Mtp&ctcd. "I
have bcen waiting for you. tou sat1 you
would be here at 5, and Mike punctuility.
Without beating round the buih. 1 suppose
I may take it for granted that tha EveninsGraphite is indebted to you fcr what it is
pleased to call the board cf public construc-
tion scandal?"

"Yes." said the young woman, seating
herself. "I came up to tell jou tiat I vro- -
cured for the Graphite that interesting ;t
of information."

"So I suppose. My colleague, Henry Alder,
saw Hazel this afterncon at the offices of
the board. The good man Hazel is panic-strick- en

at tho explosion he has caused and
is in a very nervous state of mind, more
especially when 'Ae learned that his docu-
ment had gone 'to an unexpected quarter.
Fortunately for him the offices cf the board
are thronged with Journalists who want to
get statements from this man or the other

1. The Daily Bugle Misses a Hit T

public construction. I am glad you came."
"Well, that's not a bit complimentary to

me. Ycu should be glad In any case, but Fir
forgive your bad manners, because I wishyou to help me. Please step into this han- -
som, because I have most important news
to tell you, new that mUit not be over-
heard, and there Is no place mo safe for a
confidential conference as in a hansom driv-
ing through the streets of London. Drive
slowly toward Tho Evening Graphite of-
fice, she satd to the cabman, pushing up
the door in the roof of the hansom.

Mr. Stoneham took his place beside her.
and the cabman turned his horse in, the
direction indicated.

"Now. Mr. Stoneham. In the first place, I
want 50 golden sovere'gns. How am I to
get them within half at f-- r?" -

"Good gracious! I doL k ow. The banks
are all closed, but there i. u man at Charing
Cress who would perhaps change a check
for me. There Is a ch eel book in the office."

Then that's all rigl t and settled. Mr.
Stoneham, there's been 3ome Juggling with
the public accounts in the office of the board
of public construction."
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We are overstocked on Ladies' and Misses Tailor-iMad- e

Suits and must unload. We're bound to lose money on them.
There's no help for it, so we might as well take our medicine
now and not wait until July or August, when you do not need
them.

HERE'S THE STARTLING PART OF IT: We've put such
prices on these suits as you never saw, even at close of sea-

son. Some are cut to half in price, somo even more. There'll
be no holding back. Every garment must go.
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still a few of tbose $10, $12 and $15 Suits
will go as advertised until they Are
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Shirt Waists ... Wash Skirts
We had the best selects in the city this season

at least that is what customers say. We received a
big lot Saturday which will go on sale Monday. Come
in and see them
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WORLD FAMOUS TONIC.
Marian! Wine Is a tonic prepared upon truly

scientific principles. It is safe and beneficial, as
well as afTecable.

Marlani Wine has mere than $,000 written In-

dorsements frcm leading in all parts
cf the Tcrld.

Mariani Wine elves power to the train,
strength an5 elasticity to the muscles and rich-

ness to the blcod. It is a promoter of good health
and longevity. Makes the old young; keeps the
jcung strcr..

Mariani Wine is specially indicated for General
Debility, Overwork, Weakness from whatever
causes, Profound Depression and Exhaustion,
Threat and Lung Diseases. Consumption and
Malaria. It Is a diffusible tonic for the entire
system.

Mariani Wine is invaluable for overworked
men, delicate women and s'ekly children. It
stimulates, strengthens and sustains the system
and braces body and brain. It Is invaluable as
a Summer Tonic. It can be taken with cracked
ice or soda water. Try it. Beware of imitations.

To those who will kindly write to MARIANI &
CO., 52 West 15th street. New York city, will be
sent, pcstrald. took containing portraits with In-

dorsements of Empercrs. Empress. Princes, Car-
dinals, Archbishops and other Interesting matter.
Mention this rarer.
For Sale by All Druggists. Avoid Substitute.

P. & A. AUTOMATIC

Gas .Lamp
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It cannot burn too high. It has Automatic
Shut-of- f

Regular Price $2.50 (fc fflThis Week . . .

LILLY & STALNAKER,
11 1 and 110 E. Wash. St. .

SEALS, STENCILS. STAMPS.
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CATALOGUE FREE RADGES. CM ECKS &C I
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EASY TO BUY EASY
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Morris Chairs, Baby

$4.39

Cobbler Rockers Oak

$1.27

WE SELL FOR CASH

Remember: We are manufacturing furriers, and can make
your old furs look like new. We also store furs for the summer.
Bring them in now.

TO PAY YOUR CREDIT IS GOOD

t
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Ills Je nn' Baxter, with several final and
i:r.:y touches that set to rights her hat

ar.l dres? a little pull here and a pat there
herself with some complacency

in tM Urge mirror that was set before her,
as ir.flf J had every right to do, for she

as an exceedingly iretty girl.
On this occasion Miss Jennie had paid more

than u?ual attention to her toilet, for she
vas iut to Eet out t0 caPturc a man. and
te man was no other than Radnor Hard-
wlck. th: capable editor of the Dally Bugle,

t hich was considered at that moment to be
t mot enterprising momIr.(c iourna! in
the great metropolis. Miss Baxter had done
work fcr some of the evening papers, several
ct Itn weeklies and a? number of the montrr- -

lie?. and the Income she rwde was reason
ably good, but hazardously fitful. There was
an uncertainty about her mode of life which
was dii pleading' to her. and she resolved. If
pofflbie. to capture an editor on one of tho
morning1 papers, and get a salary that was
fxed ar.-- l certain.

She stepped lightly Into the hansom that
Tas watting for her and fald to the cab-r.3- ".

"Office of the Daily Bugle, please; side
entrance."

Tho careful toilet made Its first Impression
tpon the surly looking Irish porter, who,
like a Rruff and faithful watch dog, guarded
the entrance to the editorial rooms of the
Bugle. When he caught a glimpse of Miss
Baxter he slid off the stool and came out of
the door to her, which was ar extraordinary
concession to a visitor, for Pat Ryan con-

tented himself, as a usual thing, by saying
curtly that the editor was busy and could
see no one.

What did ye wish, miss? To see the
editor? That's Mr. Hardwlck. Have ye an
appointment with him? Ye haven't. Then I
very much doubt if ye'Il see him this day,
mum. It's far better to write to him: thin
ye can state what ye want, an If he makes
a,n appointment there'll be no trouble at all,
at all."

--But surely." said Miss Jennie, in her
most coaxing tone, "there must be some
way to see even such a great man as the
editor, and If there Is you know tho way."

"Indade, miss, an I'm not so sure there
is a way unless you met him In. the strate, it
which is unlikely. There's twelve men now
waitln for him in the big room. Beyont
that room there's another one, an beyont
that again Is Mr. Hardwlck's 'office. Now, a
it's as much as my place Is worth, mum. to
put ye in that room beyant the one where
the men are waitln; but, to tell ye the truth,
miss," said ' the Irishman, lowering his
voice, as if he were divulging office secrets,
'Mr. Hardnlck, who Is a difficult man to

deal with, sometimes comes through the
shmall room an' out into the passage with
he doesn't want to see any one at all, at
all. an goes out into the strate. leavln
everybody waitln'. for him. Now, TIL put ye
into this room, an' if the editor tries to
slip out, thin y can speak with him, but if
he asks ye how ye got there, for the sake
cf hlvin don't tell him that I sint ye, be-

cause that's not my duty at all, at all."
"Indeed. I won't tell him how I got there,

cr, rather, I'll tell him I came" there by
myself; so all you need to do is to show
me tho. door, and there won't need to be
any lies told." . .

They went up the stairs together, at the
tead-o- f which the?, porter stood while Miss
Bixter went down the long passage and
ctorped at the righj door.; .Ryan nodded
and disappeared.
. iliss Baxter opened the-doo- r softly, en-
tered and sat down near the door by which
she had entered-fro- the passage,-read- y to
intercept the flying editor should he attempt
to escape.

In the cditor'3-roo- some one was walk-
ing up and down with heavy footfall and
growling in a deep voice that was plainly
audible- - where Miss Jennie sat.

"You see, Alder, it's like this." said the
voice. "Any paper may have a sensation
every day if It wishes. But what I want Is
accuracy; otherwise our sheet has no real
Influence. When an article appears in The
Bugle, I want our readers to understand
that that article is true from beginning to
end. I want not only sensation, but defin-Irenes- s.

and not only deflniteness, but; ab-
solute truth."

"Well, Mr. Hardwlck," interrupted an-
other voice, "what Hazel Is afraid of is that
when this blows over he will lose his situat-
ion "

"But," Interrupted the editor, "no one can
tell that he gave the information. No one
knows anything about this but you and I,
and we will certainly keep our mouths
hut."
"What Hazel fears Is that the moment

print the account the board of public
construction will know he gave away the
figures because of their accuracy. He says I
that if we permit him to make one or two
blunders, which will not matter in the least
la so far as the general account goes. It
will turn suspicion from him. It will be
supposed that some one had access to the
books and in the hurry of transcribing fig-
ures had made the blunders, which they
know he would not do, for he has a repu-
tation for accuracy In figures."

"Quite so." said the editor, "and It is
Just that reputation for accuracy that I

'ant to gain fcr.the Dally Bugle. Don't
you think the truth of It Is that the man
wants more money?"

"Who? Hazel?"
"Certainly. Does he Imagine that he could

set mere than 30 elsewhere?"
"Oh, no! I'm sure the money doesn't

orr.e Into the matter at all."
"Where do you meet this man? At his

jovn house or in his office at the board?"
"Oh, in his own house, of course I"
"You haven't seen the books, then?"
"'o, but he ha3 the accounts all made

out. tabulated beautifully, and has written I
a very clear statement of the whole trans-
action. You understand, of course, that
there has been no embezzlement. The ac-
counts as a whole balance perfectly, and
there isn't a penny of the public funds
wrongly appropriated. All the board has
done is to juggle with figures so that each
apartment seem3 to have come out all
right, whereas the truth is that some de-lartme- nts

have been carried on at a great
TPrcttt. while with others there has been a
2os."

"I am sorry money hasn't been stolen,"
fail the editor generously; "then we would
tave them on the hip. But. 'even as it Is,
the Bugle will make a great sensation.
What I fear U that the opposition pres3

seize oa those very Inaccuracies, and
thus try to throw doubt on the whole af-
fair. Don't you think you can persuade
this person to let us have the Information
intact without the Inclusion of these blun-
ders he seerr.3 to insist on? I wouldn't mind
Paying him a little more money. If that Is
"ftr-a-t he is after."

"I don't think that is his object. The
truth is, the man 13 frightened and grows
core and more so as the day for publication
approaches.' He is so anxious about his po-
sition that he insisted he was not to be paid

y check, but that I should collect the
noney and hand It over to him in sover-tifins- ."

"Well. I'll tell you what to do. Alder. We
mustn't seem too ear er. Iet the matter rest

aere It Is until Monday. I suppo;e he ex-P- cu

ycu to call upon him agiln to-day- ?"

"Te, I told him I aheuld be there at 7."

the Author.

"Don't go, and don't write any explana-
tion. Lt him transfer a little of hl3 anx-
iety to fear of losing the 50. I want, if
possible, to publish this information with
absolute accuracy. '

"Is there any danger. Mr. Hardwlck. thatsome of the other papers may get cn the
track of this?"

"No. I don't tink so: not for three days
anyway, if we appear too eager, thU man
Hazel may refuse ua altogether."

"Very good, fclr."
Miss Baxter heard the editor stop In his

walk, and the heard the rustling of paper.
as if tho subordinate were gathering up
some documents on which he had been con-sulti- ns

his chief. She was panic stricken to
think that either of the men might come
out and find her in the position of an eaves-- ,
drcrper, so with great quietness she opened
the door and slipped out Into the hall, going
from there to the entrance of the ordinary
waiting room. In which she found, not tho
twelve men that the porter had expatiated
upon, but five. Evidently the other seven
had existed enly in the porter's imagination
or had beepme tired of waiting and had
withdrawn. The five looked up at her as
she entered and sat down on a chair near
the door.' A moment later the door com-
municating, with the room she had quitted
opened, and a clerk came In. He held two
or three slips of paper In his hand and
quickly dismissed all five of the waiting
men. Then he turned to her.

"Has your name been sent in. madam?"
the young man said to Miss Baxter as she
rose.

"I think not," answered the girl. "Would
you take my card to Mr. Hardwlck and tell
him I will detain him but a few moments?"

In a short time the secretary reappeared
and held the door open for ter.

Mr. Hardwlck was a determined looking
young man of about thirty-fiv- e, with a bul-
let head and closely cropped black hair. He
looked like a stubborn, strong willed man,
and Miss Baxter's summing up of him was
that he had not the appearance of one who
could be coaxed or wheedled into doing any-
thing he did not wish to do. He held her
card between his fingers and glanced from

to her, then down to the card again.
"Good afternoon, Mr. Hardwlck!" began

Miss Baxter. "I don't know that you have
seen any of my work, but I have written

good deal for some of the evening papers
and for some of the magazines."

"Yes," said Hardwlck, who was' standing
up preparatory to leaving his office and who
had not asked the young woman to sit
down. "Your name 13 familiar to me. You
wrote some months ago an account of a
personal visit to the German Emperor. I
forget now where it appeared."

"Oh, yes!" said Miss Baxter. "That was
written for The Summer Magazine and was
illustrated by photographs."

"It struck me," continued Hardwlck with-
out looking at her, "that it was an article
written by a person who had never seen the
German Emperor, but who had collected
and assimilated material from whatever
source presented Itself."

The young woman, in nowise abashed,
laughed, but still the editor did not look up.

"Yes." the admitted, "that is precisely
how it was writtea I never have had the
pleasure of meeting William II myself."

"What I have always insisted upon In work
submitted to me,"" growled the editor in a
deep voice, "is absolute accuracy. I take
it that you have called to see me because
you wish to do' some work for this paper."

"You are quite right In that surmise also,"
answered Miss Jennie. "Still, if I may say
so, there was nothing inaccurate in my arti-
cle about the Geiman Emperor. My com-

pilation was from thoroughly authentic
sources. So I maintain it was as truthfully
accurate as anything that has ever appeared
in the Bugle."

"Perhaps our definitions of truth might
not quite coincide. However, if you will
write your address on his card I will wire
you If I have any work that Is, any outside
work which I think a woman can do. The
woman's column of the Bugle, as you are
probably aware, Is already in good hands."

Miss Jennie seemed annoyed that all her
elaborate preparations were thrown away
on this man. who never raised his eyes or
glanced at her, except once, during their
conversation.

"I do not aspire," she said, rather shortly,
"to tho position of editor of a woman's col-

umn. I never read a woman's column my-

self, and, unlike Mr. Grant Allen, I never
met a woman wfro did."

She succeeded in making the editor lift his
eyes toward her for the second time.

"Neither do I intend to leave you my ad-dr- ss

so that youjnay send a wire to me If
you think you have anything that you think

can do. What I wish Is a salaried position
on your staff."

"My good woman," said the editor briskly,
"that is utterly impossible. I may tell you
frankly that I don't believe in woman jour-
nalists. The articles we publish by women
are sent 'to this office from their own
homes. Anything that a woman can do for
a newspaper I have men who will do quite
as well, if not better, and there are many
things that women can't do at all which
men must do. I am perfectly satisfied with
my staff as it stands, Miss Baxter."

For the third time he looked up at her,
and there was dismissal in his glance.

Miss Baxter said Indignantly to herself,
"This brute of, a man hasn't the slightest
Idea that I am one of the best trained
women he has ever met."

But there was no trace of indignation in
her voice when she said to him sweetly:
"We will take that as settled. But if for
some other paper, Mr. Hardwlck, I should
show evidence of being as good a newspaper
reporter as any member of your staff, may

come up here, and, without being kept
waiting too long, tell you of my triumph?"

"You would not shake my decision," he
said. "But I will see you again if you callj'

"Thank you! And good afternoon, Mr.
Hardwlck. I am so much obliged to you for
consenting to see me. I shall call upon you
at this hour to-morr- ow afternoon." 1

There was something of triumph In her
smJling bow to him, and as she left she
heard a long whistle of astonishment in Mr.
Hardwlck's room. Sho hurried down the
stairs and to her waiting cab.

"Drive quickly to the Cafe Royal," she
said to the cabman.

When the hansom drove up In front of
the Cafe Royal Miss Jennie Baxter did not
step out of It, but waited until the stalwart
servitor in gold lace, who guarded the en-

trance, hurried from the door to the vehicle.
"Do you know Mr. Stoneham," she asked
hurriedly, "the editor of The Evening
Graphite? He is usually here playing domi-

noes with some one about this hour."
"Oh. yes; I know him." was the reply.

"I think he is Inside at this moment, but I
will make, certain."

In a short time Mr. Stoneham himself ap-

peared, looking perhaps a trifle disconcerted
at having his whereabouts so accurately
ascertained.

"I have a most Important bit of news for
you that wouldn't wait," said Miss Baxter,
"and in half an hour from now you will be
writing your leader, showing in
terse and forcible language the many in-

iquities of the board of public construction."
"Oh." cried the editor, brightening. "If it

Is anythirj to tis discredit of the board cX

ME ANDSi

regarding the exposure, and so the visit of
Alder to Hazel was not likely to be noticed
or commented upon. Hazel gave a graphic
description of the handsome young woman
who has so cleverly wheedled the documents
from him and who paid him the exact sum
agreed upon in the exact way that it was to
have been raid. Alder had not seen you
and has not the slightest idea, how the im-
portant news slipped through hi? fir.iers,
but when he told me what had happened
I knew at once you were the goddess of the
machine. Therefore I have been waiting
for you.

"I would like to ask. Miss Baxter, how
much the Graphite paid you for that ar-
ticle over and above the 50 you gave to
Hazel?"

"Oh. It wasn't a question of money with
me! The subject hasn't been discussed. Mr.
Stoneham is not a generous payer, and
that Is why I desire to get on a paper which
does not count the cost too closely. What
I wished to do was to convince 3ou that I
would be a valuable addition to the Bugle
staff, for you seemed to be of the opinion
that the staff was already sufficient and
complete."

"Oh, my staff 13 not to blame In this mat-
ter! I am willing to-tak- e all the blame for
our defeat on my shoulders, but there ore
some other things I am not willing to do,
and perhaps you are In a position to clear
up a little misunderstanding that has arisen
In this office. I suppose I may take it for
granted that you overheard the conversa-
tion which took place between Mr. Alder
and myself in tbi room yesterday after- -
noon?"

"Well,", said tMiss Baxter, for the first
time in some confusion, "I can assure you
that I did not come here with the intention
of listening to anything. I came into the
next room by myself for the purpose of
getting to see you as soon as possible.
While not exactly a member of the staff
of The Evening Graphite, it nevertheless,
takes about all the work I am able to do,
and so I consider myself bound to-kee- my
eyes and ears open on its behalf wherever
I am."

"Oh, I don't want to censure you at all,"
said Hardwlck. "I merely wish to be cer-
tain how the thing was done. As I said, I
am willing to take the blame entirely on
my own shoulders. . I don'v think I should
should have made-u-se of Information ob-
tained in that way myself. Still, I am not
venturing to find fault with you for doing
so.

"To find fault with me!" cried Miss Jen
nie, somewhat warmly. "That would be the
pot calling the kettle black Indeed. Why.
what better were you? You were bribing a
poor man to furnish you with statistics
which he was very reluctant to let you
have. Yet you overcame his scruples with
money, quite wining that he should risk his
livelihood so long as you got the news. If
you ask me. I don't see very much differ-
ence in our positions."

"Oh, quite so. quite so," answered Hard- -
wick, soothingly. I nave already disclaimed
the critical attitude. The point I wish to
be sure of is this you overheard the conver
sation between Alder and myself?"

"Yes, I did."
"Would vou be able to reoeat It?"
"I don't know that I could repeat it word

for word, but I could certainly give the gist
or it."

"Would you have any objection to telling
a gentleman whom I shall call in a moment.
as nearly as possible, what Alder said and
what I said? I may add that the gentleman
I speak of Is Mr. Hempstead, and he is
practically the proprietor of this paper
There has arisen between Mr. Alder and
myself a slight divergence of memory, if
I may call it so, and It seems that you are
thf only person who can settle the dispute.

"I am perfectly willing to' tell what I
heard to anybody."

"Thank you."
Mr. Hardwlck pressed an electric button.

and his secretary came in from another
room.

"Would you ask Mr. Hempstead to step
this way If he Is in his room? '

In a few minutes Mr. Hempstead entered.
Iwed somewhat stiffly" toward the lady, but
froze up instantly when he heard that she
was the oersorv who-- had civen the board
of public construction: scandal to the Even
ing Graphite.

"I have Just this moment learned. Mr.
Hempstead, that Miss Baxter was in the
adjoining room when Alder and I were talk-
ing over this matter. She heard the conver
sation. I have not asked her to repeat it.
but sent for you at once, and she says she
is willing to answer any questions you may
ask."

"In that case. Mr. - Hardwlck, would it
not be well to have Henry Alder here?"

"Certainly, if he la on the premises.
Then, turninc: to his secretary, he said:
"Would you find out if Mr. Alder is in his
room? Tell him Mr. Hempstead wishes to
see him here."

When Henry Alder came in and the sec-
retary had disappeared. Miss Baxter saw
at once that she was in an unenviable sit
uation, for It was quite evident the three
men were scarcely on speaking terms with
each other. Nothing causes such a state or
tension in a newspaper office as the missing
of a piece of news that is important.

"Perhaps it would be better." suggesteo
Hardwlck, "if Miss Baxter would repeat
the conversation as she heard it."

"I don't see the use of that," said Mr.
Hempstead. "There is only one point at
issue. Did Mr. Alder warn Mr. Hardwlck
that by delay he would lose the publication
of this report?"

"Hardly that," answered the girl. "As I
remember it. he said: 'Isn't there a danger
that some other paper may get this?' Mr.
Hardwlck replied. I don't think so: not for
three days, at least,' and then Mr. Alder
said. 'Very good,' or 'Very well,' or some-
thing like that."

"That quite tallies with my own remem-
brance." said Hardwlck. "I admit I am to
blame, but I decidedly say that I was not
definitely warned by Mr. Alder that the
matter would be lost to us."

"I told you it would be lost If you de-

layed," said Alder, "and it has been lost.
I have been on the track of this for two
weeks, and it Is very galling to have missed
it at the last moment through no fault of
my own."

"Still." said Mr. Hempstead coldly, "your
version of the conversation does not quite
tally with what Miss Baxter says."

"Oh. have it as you wish!" said Alder
truculently. "It doesn't matter in the least
to me. I have taken service on the Daily
Trumpet, and you may consider my place
on the Bugle vacant!" saying which he put
his hat on his head and left the room.

Mr. Hempstead seemed distressed by the
discussion, but. for the first time. Mr. Hard-wic- k

smiled grimly.
"I always Insist on accuracy, he said;

"and lack of it is one of Alder s failings.
"Nevertheless. Mr. Hardwlck, you have

lost one of your best men. How are you go-

ing to replace him?" inquired the proprietor,
anxiously.

"There Is little difficulty In replacing even
the best man on any staff In London, re-rll- ed

Hardwlck. with a glance at Miss Bax-
ter. "As this young lady seems to keep her
wits about her when the welfare of her pa-

per is concerned. I shall, if you have no ob-

jection, fill Henry Alders place with Miss
Baxter "

Mr. Hempstead arched his eyebrows a
trifle. "I thought you didn t believe in wom-
en Journalists, Mr. Hardwlck." he mur-

mured at last. -

"I didn't up till yesterday, but since then
I have had reason to change my mind.

"Do you think you can fill the position.
Miss Baxter?" asked the proprietor, doubt-i- n

fir' v

"Oh. I am sure of it!" answered the girl.
Mr. Havdwick smiled grimly. The proprie-

tor turned to him and said, "I don t quite
see, Mr. Hardwlck. w;hat a lady can do on
this paper outside of the regular depart-
ments."

"I hardly think there will be any trouble
about that. Mr. Hempstead. For example,
who would be more fitted to attempt the so-

lution of that knotty question about the
Princess von Stelnhelmer s diamond?

"By Jove!" cried Hempstead, his eyes
glittering with excitement. "That is an in-

spiration. I imagine that if any one can un-

ravel that mystery It is Miss Baxter.

The second story of this serial, "The Dia-

monds of the Princess," will be printed in
the Journal of Sunday, June, 1L

The Fiddler of Dooney.
When I play on m flddle In Dooney

Folks dance like a wave cf the eea;
Mr cousin is prist in Kllvtrnet,

My brother In Hohtrabtnee.

I parsed my brother and cousin:
They read In their books of prayer;

I read in my book of scnga
I bcufiht at the Sllgo Fair..

When we come, at tbe end of time.
To Peter sitting-- In rtate.

11 will smile at the three old spirits,
Eut call me firt through the sate;

For the good r always th merry.
Save by an evil chance.

And the me.-r-y love the fiidle.
And the mt-rr- y lore to dance.

And when the folk there ry tn
They will all come up to roe

With "Here 1 the fMJler of Docey!"
An J dance Uxc a, wav cf the sea.

' Tt D. Tc-t- a.
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"WhiU! A cried Stonehameagerly.
'So: merely a shifting round."
Aii I said the editor In a disappointedtone.

"Oh, you nee-dn'- t say 'ah! It's very seri-
ous. It Is Indeed. The accounts are calcu-lated to deceive the dear and confiding pub-
lic, to whose Interests all the daily papers,
morning and evening, pretend to be devoted.The very fact of such deception being at-
tempted, Mr. Stoneham. ouzht to call forth
the anger of any virtuous editor.""Oh. it does, it does! But then it wouldbe .a - difficult matter to prove. If some
money were gone, now"
- !?Iy doar Rir the matter la already proved
and quite ripe for your energetic handling
of It. That's what the 50 are for. Thissum will secure for you to-nig- ht, mind, not
to-morr- ow a statement bristling with fig-ur- ea

which the board of construction cannotdeny, lou will bo able In a stirring leadingartlqle to express the horror vou undoubtedly
feel at the falsification of the figures, andyour stern delight in doing so will probablynot be mitigated by the fact that no otherpaper in London will have the news.""I see." said the editor, his eyes glisten-ing as the magnitude of the idea began toappeal more strongly to his Imagination.

Who makes out this statement, and how
are?ie to kriow tha It is absolutely cor- -

"Well, there is a point on which I wish tolnrorm you before going any further. It isnot absolutely correct. Two or three errorshave been purposely put In. the object beingto throw investigators off the track if theytry to discover who gave the news to thepress, for the man who will sell me thisdocument is a clerk In the office of the boardcr Public construction. So, you see, you areSetting the facts from the inside."'Well, the traitor seems to be covering up
his tracks rather effectually. How did you
come to know him?"

don,'i k"ow him- - I've never met him
Ik my llt0: but 11 carre to my knowledge
that one of the morning papers had alreadymade all its plans for getting this informa-tion The clerk was to get 3 for the docu-ment, but the editor and he are at presentnegotiating, because the editor insists upon
absolute accuracy, while, as-- I said, the manwishes to protect himself to cover histracks, as you say."

!G,005 gracious !' cr,ed Stoneham, "I didn'tthink the editor of anv morning paper In.London was so particular about the accu-racy of what he printed."
The shrewd and energetic dealer In coinswhose little office stood at the exit fromcnarlng Cross station proved quite willingto oblige the editor of the Evening Graphitewith J sovereigns in exchange for the bit ofpaper, and the editor, handing to Miss Jen-l- e

the envelope containing the gold, sawher drive' off for Brixton (where, at 17 Ru-pert square, the directory had told her Mr.Hazel lived), while he turned, not to re-sume his game of dominos at the cafe, butto his office, to write the leader, whichwould expreps In good set terms the horrorhe felt at the action of the board of public
construction.

It was a little past 7 o'clock when MissBaxter's hansom drove up to the two-stori- ed

building In Rupert square numbered 17. Sheknocked at the door, and it was snefdiivopened by a man with some trace of anxiety
ju jus iace, wno proved to be Hazeihimself, the clerk at tho board of public
construction.

"Vou a.e Mr. Hazei?" she ventured, onentering.
"Yes." replied the man, quite evidentlysurprised at seeing a lady instoad of theman he was expecting at that hour, "butI am afraid I will have to ask you to ex-cuse me. I am waiting for a visitor whois a few minutes late and who may be hexe

at any moment."
"You are waiting for Mr. Alder, are you

not?"
"Yes." stammered the man. his expression

of surprise giving place to one of conster-
nation.

"Oh. well, that is all right." said Miss
Jennie reassuringly. "I have just driven
from the office of the Dally Bugle. Mr.
Alder cannot come to-nigh- t."

"Ah." said Hazel, closing the door. "Thenare you here In his place?"
"I am here instead of him. Mr. Alder is

on other business that he had to attend to
at the editor's request. Now, Mr. Hard-wic- k

that's the editor, you know "
"Yes, I know," answered Hazel.
They were now sitting down in the frontparlor.
"Well, Mr. Hardwlck Is very anxious that

the figures should be given with absolute
accuracy."

"Of course, that would be much better,"
cried the man: "but. you see, I have gone
over all that with Mr. Alder already. He
said he would mention what I told him to
the editor."

"Oh. he has done so," said Miss Baxter,
"and did It very effectively Indeed. In
fact, your reasons are quite unanswerable.
You fear, of course, that you will lose your
situation, and that is very important, and
no one in the Bugle office wishes you to
suffer for what you have done. Of course
it is all in the public Interest."

"Of courst. of course," murmured Hazel,
looking down on the table.

"Well, have you all the documents ready,
so that they can be published at any time?"

"Quite ready," answered the man.
"Very well." said the girl, with decision.

"Here i3 your 50. Just count the money
and see that it Is correct. I took the en-
velope as It was handed to me and have
not examined the amount myself."

She poured the sovereigns out on the table,
and Hazel, with trembling fingers, counted
them out two by two.

"That is quite right," he said, rising. He
went to the drawer, unlocked It and took
out a long blue envelope.

"There: he said, with a sigh that was
almost a gasp. "There are the figures and
u full explanation of them. You will be very
careful that my name does not slip out inany way."

"Oh, no!" said Miss Jennie; coolly drawing
forth the papers from their covering. "No
one knows your name except Mr. Alder.
Mr. Hadwlck and myself, and I can assure
you that I shall not mention your name to
any one."

The man had not the slightest suspicion
that his visitor was not a member of the
staff of the paper he had been negotiating
with. Sho was so thoroughly self-possess- ed

and showed herself so familiar with all de-
tails that had been discussed by Hazel and
Alder that no doubt had entered the clerk's
mind.

'Miss Jennie placed the papers back in
their blue envelope and bade the anxious
Hazel good-by- e.

Once more In the hansom, sho ordered
the man to drive her to Charing Cross, and
when she was ten minutes away from Ru-
pert square she changed her direction and
desired him to take her to the office of theEvening Graphite, where she found Mr.
Stoneham busy with his leading article and
impatiently awaiting further details of the
conspiracy he was to lay open before the
public.

A glance at the papers Miss Baxterbrought to him showed Mr. Stoneham thathe had at least got the worth of his 50.
There would be a fluttering in high places
next day. He made arrangements before
he left to have the paper issued a little
earlier than usual, calculating his time with
exactitude, so that rival sheets could not
have the news in their first edition, cribbed
from the Graphite, and yet the paper would
be on the street, with the newsboys shout-
ing, " 'Orrlble scandal!" before any otherevening sheet was visible. And this was
accomplished the following day with a pre-
cision that was admirable.

Mr. Stoneham. with a craft worthy of all
commendation. Kept back from the early
edition a srrall fraction of the figures thatwere in his possession, po that he might
print them In the socalled fourth edition,
and thus put upon the second lot of con-
tents bills sent out In huge, startling blacktjpe. "Further Revelations --of the Board of
Construction Scandal," and his scathing
leading article, ;n which he indignantly de-
manded a parliamentary Inquiry into the
conduct of the board, was recognized, even
by the friends of that public body, to have
seriously shaken confidence in it. And all
the other papers were filled with Impotent
anger.

Promptly at S o'clock that afternoon a
hansom containing Miss Jennie Baxter drove
up to the side entrance of the Daily Bugle
office, and the young woman once more ac-
costed the Irish porter, who again came out
of his den to --ecelve her.

"Miss Baxter." said the Irishman, half by
way of salutation and half by way of In-

quiry.
"Yes." said the girl.
"Well. Mr. Hardwlck left strict orders

with me that if ye came, or rather that
whin ye came, I was to conduct ye right up
to his room at once."

"Oh. that is very satisfactory," cried Miss
Jennie, "and somewhat different from the
state of thing3 yesterday."

The porter led the way to Mr. Hardwlck
room and announced the visitor.

"Ask her to come Ln." she heard the editor
say, and the next Instant the porter left
them alone together.

"Won't you sit down. Miss Baxter?" said
ilr. Hardwlck, with no trace of that aner
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